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CONSEQUENCES 

or 

A    LIE. 


JAMES  LIND  SAY  was  six 
years  old,  and  a  ve  ry  fine  boy, 
he  had  but  one  fault,  but  that 
one  was  enough  to  destroy 
all  his  other  good  deeds. 
He  never  told  truth,  and  no 
person  could  depend  on  any 
thing  that  he  said ;  he  took 
more  trou  ble  to  in  vent  a  lie, 


than  to  learn  his  les  son ;  if 
he  told  one  lie  in  the  morn- 
ing, he  had  to  tell  twen  ty  to 
hide  it,  be  fore  night,  he  of- 
ten forgot  what  he  said,  and 
so  was  found  out,  in  not  tell- 
ing the  sto  ry  the  same  way. 
— From  this  prac  tise  of  ly- 
ing, when  he  did  by  chance 
tell  the  truth,  no  one  be  liev- 
ed  him,  and  then  he  began 
to  cry. 

One  day  he  was  throwing 
pebbles  into  the  drawing 
room,  when  the  win  dow  was 
o  pen  ;  one  of  them  struck  the 
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pier  glass,  and  broke  it  all  in 
pie  ces.  James  was  ve  ry  much 
frightened,  but  he  took  up 
the  stone,  and  thought  that 
he  could  es  cape  by  say  ing,  it 
was  the  house  maid  who  struck 
the  han  die  of  the  brush  against 
it.  Mrs.  Lindsay  soon  came 
in,  and  was  ve  ry  an  gry  when 
she  saw  the  glass  broke,  for 
it  had  cost  a  hund  red  gui  neas : 
she  rung  the  bell  to  in  quire  of 
the  house  maid,  who  had  bro- 
ken it.  James  said  he  saw  her 
break  it  with  the  brush ;  and 
as  he  had  been  se  vere  ly  pu- 
nish ed  by  his  fa  ther,  the  day 


be  fore,  for  tell  ing  a  lie  about 
some  ink  that  had  been  spill- 
ed, Mrs.Lind  say  did  not  think 
he  would  so  soon  trans  gress, 
but  though  if  or  this  timehe  told 
the  truth.  But,  alas  !  who  can 
de  pend  on  a  li  ar  ?  The  house- 
maid was  dis  charg  ed,  and  lost 
her  place,  and  as  she  could  not 
get  a  si  tu  a  tion,  was  o  blig  ed 
to  spend  all  her  wages,  and  to 
live  in  a  wretched  cabin,  as 
she  could  not  af  ford  to  pay  for 
a  decent  lodging.  Three 
months  had  now  pass  ed  a  way, 
and  James  was  stand  ing  at 
the  door,  waiting  for  his  po- 
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ny ;  he  had  a  large  piece  of 
olum  cake  in  his  hand,  which 
e  was  de  vour  ing  with  ea  ger- 
ness,  when  he  perceived  a 
young  wo  man  ap  proach  the 
gate,  she  had  hard  ly  any  clothes 
on,  and  seem  ed  very  ill ;  she 
leaned  against  the  gate;  which 
she  did  not  see  was  a  lit  tie 
o  pen,  and  fell  back  ;  she  cut 
her  head  dread  ful  ly.  James, 
who  was  real  ly  good  na  tur  ed, 
flew  to  as  sist  her,  and  find  ing 
she  did  not  stir,  ran  in  to  the 
house  to  call  for  help,  for  that 
a  poor  wo  man  had  fall  en  down 
dead  on  the  steps.  The  but  ler, 
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whom  he  met,  laugh  ed.  "  O, 
Mr.  James/'  said  he,  "  this  is 
on  ly  one  of  your  sto  ries,  I  do 
not  sup  pose  there  is  any  bo- 
dy there,  I  shall  not  stir  for 
your  sto  ry ."  "  Nor  I  nei  ther," 
said  the  cook,  "  Mas  ter  James 
ne  ver  tells  the  truth,  and  we 

g)  of  no  fool's  er  rand  for  him. 
e  lost  Ma  ry  Jones  her  place, 
and  I  dare  say  he  ne  ver  made 
it  up  to  her  since;  I  wonder 
what  is  be  come  of  her."  "  Oh ! 
stop,  in  mercy,"  cried  James, 
"and  see  this  poor  creature 
that  is  dy  ing  at  the  door.  In- 
deed it  is  all  true  now,  what  I 
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say,  and  I  will  ne  ver  tell  a  lie 
again."  "But  yon  have  said 
that  so  often,  Master  James, 
we  do  not  know  how  to  be- 
lieve you."  "  Only  just  see/' 
said  James,  "  and  then  you 
will  be  lieve  me  ;  if  it  is  not  so, 
I  will  ne  ver  ask  you  to  trust 
me  again." 

Here  a  deep  groan  was 
heard.  "  Did  you  hear  that?" 
said  the  cook. 

"It  is  this  poor  crea  ture 
whose  moans  you  hear,"  said 
James  ;  "will  you  come  now." 
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"  May  be  it  is  true  after 
all,"  said  the  cook,  "  I  will 
just  go  to  the  window,  and 
see  a  bout  her."  She  went,  and 
saw  what  ap  pear  ed  the  body 
of  a  young  wo  man,  from  whom 
deep  groans  pro  ceed  ed,  ly  ing 
across  the  steps.  The  cook 
im  me  di  ate  ly  called  Mrs. 
Daiiley,  the  lady's  maid,  to 
get  some  drops  to  revive  the 
poor  suffer  er,  whom  they  rais- 
ed from  the  ground.  Her 
face  was  co  ver  ed  with  blood 
which  had  flowed  from  her 
temple  when  she  fell.  James 
brought  a  glass  of  wa  ter,  and 
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with  his  handkerchief  wash- 
ed the  blood  from  her  face. 
But  what  were  his  feel  ings, 
on  doing  so,  when  he  found 
the  poor  woman  was  no  o- 
ther  than  Mary  Jones,  the 
house  maid,  whom  he  had  de- 
priv  ed  of  bread,  by  tell  ing  a 
lie  about  the  look  ing  glass  ! 

James  burst  into  tears,  and 
as  Ma  ry  re  co  ver  ed,  ask  ed 
her  how  she  came  to  be  in  this 
state.  She  said  she  had  not 
eat  en  a  ny  thing  for  three 
days,  and  feeling  faint,  lean- 
ed against  the  gate,  which 
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she  did  not  know  was  o  pen  ; 
she  was  go  ing  to  ask  Mrs. 
Lind  say  leave  to  weed  in  the 
garden,  that  she  might  have 
some  thing  to  earn  her  bread 
ho  nest  ly,  and  to  as  sure  her 
she  ne  ver  broke  the  pier  glass. 
"  But  even  if  I  did/'  con  ti  iiu- 
ed  she,  "  I  have  been  in  want 
and  mis  e  ry  e  ver  since,  and 
would  tell  no  lie  about  it,  to 
screen  my  own  mis  con  duct." 
"  I  will  clear  you  to  mamma 
this  moment,"  said  James, 
and  ran  to  the  draw  ing  room, 
where  there  were  se  ve  ral  vi- 
siters,  but  his  heart  was  too 
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full  to  think  of  who  were 
present.  James  advanced 
with  clasp  ed  hands,  and  con- 
fess ed  be  fore  them  all,  that 
it  was  he  who  had  bro  ken  the 
glass,  and  had  been  the  cause 
of  Ma  ly  Jones's  be  ing  part- 
ed with ;  and  told  her  ac  ci- 
dent  and  mis  for  tunes,  which 
were  all  brought  on  in  con  se- 
quence of  his  telling  a  lie. 

Mrs.  Lindsay  went  down 
to  the  kit  chen  to  see  her,  and 
found  all  as  James  had  re  pre- 
sent ed.  Ma  ry  Jones  was  in  a 
deep  de  cline,  from  the  effects 
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of  poverty  and  starvation, 
but  she  still  hop  ed,  that  if  she 
got  a  lit  tie  bet  ter,  she  might, 
per  haps,  by  good  liv  ing  and 
kind  treatment,  revive.  At 
pre  sent  she  was  un  a  ble  to 
work,  and  had  not  clothes  suf- 
fi  ci  ent  to  make  her  de  cent  in 
any  gentleman's  house.  Mrs. 
Lind  say  gave  her  half  a  crown, 
and  said  she  would  consider 
what  could  be  done  for  her, 
and  de  sir  ed  the  cook  to  give 
her  her  dinner,  and  to  take 
care  of  her  that  day. 

"O,  mamma,"  said  James, 
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crying,  "take  all  my  pocket 
money,  and  lay  it  out  in 
clothes  for  Ma  ry  Jones.  How 
can  I  repair  the  inju  ry  I  have 
done  her  ?  If  she  should  die,  I 
am  the  wretch  who  is  the  cause 
of  it."  Here  the  sobs  check  ed 
his  ut  ter  ance  ;  "I  will  ne  ver 
tell  a  lie  a  gain,  in  deed  I  will 
not,  it  is  I  who  have  kill  ed 
her.  Will  you  not  if  she  re- 
covers,  take  her  again  as 
housemaid?  and  I  shall  feel 
happy  once  more." 

"My  dear  James/'  said  Mrs. 
Lind  say,  "it  is  not  with  us  to 
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de  ter  mine  a  bout  her ;  she 
will,  probably,  in  a  few  weeks 
be  relieved  from  all  suffer- 
ing ;  I  deep  ly  de  plore  your 
be  ing  the  cause  of  her  pre- 
sent si  tu  a  tion,  and  hope  you 
will  prove  the  sin  ce  ri  ty  of 
your  repentance,  by  the  a- 
mendment  of  your  life,  and 
will  give  her  all  the  com  fort 
which  is  in  your  pow  er.  We 
will  get  a  lodging  for  her  at 
the  gate,  and  you  can  vi  sit  her 
e  ve  ry  day,  and  take  her  a  ny 
thing  that  may  be  of  use  to  her, 
and  by  seeing  her  daily,  it 
will  be  a  les  son  to  you  all  your 
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life.     I  will  see  that  your  mo- 

•f 

ney  is  laid  out  for  her,  to  the 
best  ad  van  tage,  and  am  ve  ry 
glad  you  are  so  rea  dy  to  give 
it  for  her,,  though  money  can 
be  of  lit  tie  use  to  one  on  the 
brink  of  the  grave."  "  Oh, 
mam  ma,  I  will  nurse  her,  she 
must  not  die — I  will  pray  with 
all  my  heart  for  her  re  co  ve- 
ry." "  Do  my  child, "  said 
Mrs.  Lindsay,  "  and  pray  al- 
so, for  your  own  forgiveness, 
in  hav  ing  brought  her  to  this 
state  by  a  false  hood." 

After  this,  James  was  ve  ry 
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thoughtful,  and  was  often 
seen  steal  ing  out  on  tip  toe  to 
vi  sit  Mary  Jones  in  the  gate- 
house, where  he  u  sed  to  bring 
her  fruit  and  jel  ly,  which  the 
house  keep  er  made  for  her  : 
he  ask  ed  her  to  for  give  him, 
be  fore  she  di  ed  ;  which  she 
did,  from  all  her  heart,  but 
re  quest  ed  he  would  read  the 
Bi  ble  to  her  e  ve  ry  day,  and 
remain  in  the  room  when 
Mr.  Bar  low,  the  cler  gy  man, 
came  to  vi  sit  her,  as  his  pi- 
ous con  ver  sa  tion  and  pray  er, 
might  do  him  more  good,  in  en- 
abling  him  to  leave  off  lying, 
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than  any  thing  she  could  say. 
For,  though  his  feel  ings  were 
work  ed  on  for  the  mo  ment, 
when  she  was  gone,  her  re- 
mem  brance  would  die  with 
her,  and  he  might  re  lapse  in- 
to his  former  habits.  Mrs. 
Lind  say  had  much  con  ver  sa- 
tion  with  Mr.  Bar  low  a  bout 
her  son,  and  he  ap  prov  ed 
much  of  his  be  ing  pre  sent 
when  he  vi  si  ted  Ma  ry,  and 
was  pleas  ed  to  find  the  im~ 
pres  sion  on  his  mind  seem  ed 
of  a  lasting  nature.  This  he 
took  care  to  im  prove  ;  and  af- 
ter a  little  time,  Mrs.  Lind- 
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say  re  solv  ed  to  place  him  un- 
der his  care  for  a  year,  un  til 
his  sad  pro  pen  si  ty  for  ly  ing 
was  eradicated,  not  from 
fear,  but  from  prin  ciple. 

Mary  Jones  now  drew  near 
her  last  home,  and  ex  press  ed 
a  wish  to  see  James  before 
she  died.  He  came  directly. 
She  stretch  ed  out  her  hand  to 
him,  in  to  ken  of  for  give  ness. 
Her  eyes  were  sunk,  and  her 
breath  ing  so  op  press  ed,  that 
she  could  hardly  speak.  At 
last  she  made  a  great  effort, 
and  sat  up,  then  fixing  her 
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dark  eyes  on  him,  said  in  bro- 
ken ac  cents  : 

"  I  thank  you  for  all  the 
comforts  you  have  given  me 
in  this  my  last  ill  ness,  and  for 
our  Redeemer's  sake,  I  for- 
give you  all  that  you  have  done 
against  me.  Let  my  death- 
bed be  a  warn  ing  to  you,  to 
speak  the  truth  from  your 
heart ;  it  was  my  mo  ther's 
maxim,  " never  to  let  a  lie 
pass  my  lips,  for  it  would  be 
a  burning  coal  to  my  heart 
hereafter;"  it  is  one  of  the 
ways  in  which  Mr.  Barlow  told 
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you  the  sixth  com  mand  ment 
was  bro  ken,  for  cle  stroy  ing 
the  cha  rac  ter  by  false  hood  is 
a  death  to  the  soul,  and  often 
fol  low  ed  by  the  de  struc  tion 
of  the  bo  dy.  I  shall  die  hap- 
py, in  the  sure  hope  of  a  chris- 
tian,  who  has  no  re  li  ance  on 
her  own  merits,  but  a  firm 
trust  in  the  -a  tone  ment  of  the 
Son  of  God,  who  came  into 
the  world  to  save  sinners.  I 
do  not  wish  to  praise  my  self 
at  this  aw  ful  mo  ment,  but  for 
your  ad  van  tage,  tell  you,  it  is 
one  source  of  my  pre  sent 
calm  ness,  to  feel,  that  no  dis- 
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tress,  or  fear  of  anger,  ever 
tempt  ed  me  to  tell  a  lie;  this  I 
wish  to  im  press  on  your  mind, 
and  hope,  when  you  are  tempt- 
ed by  false  shame,  or  the  wiles 
of  Sa  tan,  to  for  sake  the  truth, 
that  you  will  give  a  thought  to 
poor  Mary  Jones,  and  look  at 
this  lock  of  hair,  which,  with 
her  bless  ing,  is  all  she  has  to 
give." 

Mary  fell  back  exhausted, 
and  James  drown  ed  in  tears, 
press  ed  the  lock  of  hair  to  his 
lips,  and  said,  he  would  get  it 
set  in  a  broch  et,  and  wear  it 


24 

next  his  heart,  and  it  should 
have  on  one  side,  "Mary 
Jones/5  and  on  the  o  ther, 
"  Re  mem  her  Truth."  She 
look  ed  up,  and  a  faint  smile 
passed  over  her  pale  fea- 
tures, and  pressing  his  hand 
in  to  ken  of  ap  pro  ba  tion,  she 
gave  a  deep  sigh,  and  her  spi- 
rit fled  for  e  ver. 

James  was  removed  from 
the  scene  of  death,  which  made 
a  deep  im  pres  sion  on  his  mind. 
When  the  bell  toll  ed  for  her 
funeral,  he  thought  every 
stroke  went  to  his  heart.  He 
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wept  in  ces  sant  ly,  but  still  de- 
ter min  ed  to  at  tend  her  re- 
mains to  the  grave,  but  it  was 
how  ev  er  too  much  for  his 
feel  ings,  and  he  was  car  ri  ed 
away. 

Some  time  after  he  had 
been  with  Mr.  Bar  low,  he  ex- 
press ed  a  wish  to  vi  sit  Ma  ry 
Jones's  grave,  and  Mr.  Bar  low 
accompanied  him.  To  his 
sur  prise  he  saw  a  neat  mo  nu- 
ment  put  up,  with  this  simple 
but  pa  the  tic  in  scrip  tion  : — 
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"  Here  lies  Mary  Jones, 

a  ged  26  years, 

who  died  Au  gust  7,  1826. 

She  ne  ver  told  a  lie." 

James's  eyes  suffused  with 
tears,  as  he  read  the  last  sen- 
tence. "Whenever  you  trans- 
gress/' said  Mr.  Barlow,  "we 
will  walk  here,  I  need  make 
110  fur  ther  com  ment  at  pre- 
sent, for  since  you  have  been 
with  me,  you  have  kept  your 
word." 

James  did  not  speak,  his 
heart  was  too  full  to  an  swer , 
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and  Mr.  Bar  low  chang  ed  the 
subject.  He  led  him  to  a 
walk  which  he  had  ne  ver  seen 
before,  that  ended  in  a  ro- 
mantic grotto,  near  a  stream 
that  flow  ed  o  ver  a  va  ri  e  ty  of 
pebbles.  James  took  up  some 
of  them,  and  put  two  or  three 
into  his  pocket.  After  which 
they  gathered  some  curious 
plants,  which  Mr.  Barlow  told 
him  the  use  of,  and  they  re  turn- 
ed home.  Shortly  after  Mr. 
Bar  low  re  ceiv  ed  a  note  from 
Mrs.Lindsay,expressive  of  her 
joy  at  find  ing  her  son  so  much 
re  form  ed,  and  that  he  had  not 
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been  guil  ty  of  false  hood  an  en- 
tire month. — Part  of  this  let  ter 
Mr.  Barlow  read  aloud,  and 
folding  it  up,  put  it  into  a 
drawer  of  his  cabinet,  and 
told  James,  he  would  leave  it 
un  lock  ed  ;  and  to  be  sure  not 
to  touch  it  du  ring  his  ab  sence 
for  an  hour,  for  that  he  would 
know  if  he  was  tempt  ed  to  do 
a  dis  lion  our  a  ble  >ac  tion. 

J  ames  pro  mis  ed  he  would 
not  go  near  the  draw  er,  and 
in  tend  ed  to  keep  his  word, 
and  took  up  a  book  to  a  muse 
him  self  for  half  an  hour.  At 
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last  he  thought,  how  he  should 
like  to  read  just  the  part  Mr. 
Barlow  read  of  his  mamma's 
let  ter,  and  would  not  for  the 
world  read  a  line  further. 
"Besides,"  said  he  to  himself, 
"how  can  Mr.  Barlow  know 
it  ?  I  can  shut  the  draw  er 
again." 

But  if  he  asks  me,  what 
shall  I  say?"  thought  James  : 
here  he  al  most  form  ed  a  rea- 
dy lie.  At  last  he  put  his  hand 
in  his  bo  som  that  he  might 
not  touch  the  drawer,  and 
with  out  think  ing  of  what  he 
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was  about,  he  unbuttoned 
his  waistcoat,  and  the  lock- 
et fell  out,  and  he  read  in  gold 
letters,  "Remember  Truth, 
and  Mary  Jones." — His  heart 
smote  him,  and  he  walk  ed 
around  the  room,  saying  a- 
loud  to  himself  all  the  time, 
' '  I  will  fly  temp  ta  tion,  if  I  can- 
not stand  it,"  and  made  a  dart 
to  the  door.  Mr.  Bar  low  met 
him  in  the  passage.  "My 
dear  James,"  said  he,  "I  re- 
joice that  you  have  con  quer- 
ed  yourself;  I  was  in  the  li- 
bra ry,  and  heard  all  you  said, 
and  I  am  more  pleased  at 
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your  stea  dy  re  sis  tance  of 
temptation,  than  if  you  had 
learn  ed  a  hun  dred  less  ons  out 
of  a  book. ""But  if  I  had  open- 
ed the  draw  er  how  would  you 
have  known  it?"  asked  James: 
"you  heard  me  talking  to  my- 
self, but  you  could  not  see  me 
open  the  drawer."  Mr.  Bar- 
low smiled. — "Open  it  now, 
and  tell  me  if  you  could,  by 
any  lie,  deceive  me." 

James  opened  the  drawer, 
and  gave  a  cry  of  astonish- 
ment, at  hearing  a  most  de- 
light ful  strain  of  music  pro- 
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ceed  from  the  drawer. — He 
look  ed,  and  could  see  no  thing 
but  his  mam  ma's  let  ter  :  still 
the  mu  sic  con  ti  nu  ed  for  a- 
bove  fit  teen  mi  nutes. 

Mr.  Barlow  enjoyed  his 
sur  prise.  "  Con  fess  now, 
James,  if  this  drawer  would 
not  have  con  vict  ed  you  at 
once,  if  you  had  be  tray  ed  my 
con  fi  dence.  I  see  now  you 
may  be  trusted,  and  are  an 
honorable  boy.  And  I  will 
show  you  that  I  am  no  ma- 
gi ci  an.  It  is  a  mu  si  cal 
draw  er,  like  one  of  the  French 
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snuffboxes,  and  the  effort  of 
pull  ing  it  out  sets  it  go  ing : 

X  £J  C?  CI7 

here  is  the  spring.  This  ca  bi- 
ne t  was  made  in  France,  for 
the  Prin  cess  Pau  line,  and  the 
drawer  was  intended  for  a  mo- 
ney draw  er  ;  so  that  if  a  ny 
thieves  should  break  it  o  pen, 
the  mu  sic  would  sud  den  ly 
fright  en  and  be  tray  them, 
which  report  says,  it  did. 

"Here  is  now  your  mo- 
ther's let  ter,  and  may  your  fu- 
ture life  render  that  affection- 
ate and  a  mi  a  ble  wo  man  hap- 
py, by  your  strict  ad  her  ence 
to  Truth." 
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Four  years  have  since  pass- 
ed a  way,  without  James  hav- 
ing told  a  single  lie.  His  cha- 
rac  ter  is  now  so  re  spect  ed 
for  strict  adherence  to  Truth, 
that  to  prove  a  thing,  his 
school  fel  lows  have  on  ly  to 
say  "  James  Lindsay  said  it" — 
or,  "it  must  be  so,  for  it  was 
affirmed  by  James."  He  daily 
gains  friends,  and  when  he 
grows  up,  will  be  an  or  na- 
ment  to  so  ci  e  ty.  And  we 
must  not  o  mit  to  men  tion 
that  neither  ridicule  nor  false 
pride  has  made  him  re  lin  quish 
his  an  nu  al  vi  sits  to  the  tomb 
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of  Mary  Jones,  from  whose 
death  the  a  mend  ment  of  his 
life  may  be  da  ted. 


The  reader  who  may  peruse 
this  tale,  if  he  has  hi  ther  to 
been  in  the  ha  bit  of  keep  ing 
the  truth  sa  cred,  will,  it  is  to 
be  hop  ed,  be  con  firm  ed  in 
his  resolution,  to  avoid  false- 
hood. It  is  impossible  for  a 
li  ar  al  ways  to  e  scape  de  tec- 
tion,  and  when  once  dis  co- 
ver ed,  he  loses  the  re  spect  of 
e  ve  ry  one.  If,  there  fore, 
these  pages  meet  the  eye  of 
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young  persons  who  have  at 
any  time  been  guil  ty  of  false- 
hood, let  them  re  fleet  serious- 
ly up  on  a  crime  which  will 
draw  down  up  on  them  the 
con  tempt  of  their  fel  low 
crea  tures,  and  the  an  ger  of 
their  Maker.  James  repent- 
ed sin  cere  ly  ;  but  how  much 
hap  pi  er  would  it  have  been 
for  him  had  he  never  num- 
bered the  sufferings  and 
death  of  poor  Mary  Jones, 
as  THE  CONSEQUENCES  OF 
A  LIE. 
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